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for Powder, thcyic fill a pit as well as better : tulh man,mortall 
men.mortall men. 

Weft. I, but, Sir John, mec-thinkes they are exceeding poorc 
and bare, too beggarly. 

. Fd. Faith,for their poumy.I know not where they had that} 
And for their barencs, I am furc they neuer learnt that of me. 
F-ri. No, He be fworne,vnleflc you cal three fingers on the ribs 
bare: But firra,make hall, Percy is already in the field. Exit. 

Fa/. What,istheKingmcamp’d? 

Wifi. Heis,.SVr John, I fearc we fhall ftay too long. 

Fa/. Wcll,totheJatterendofa Fray, and the beginning of a 
Fcaft,fits,adull fighter, and akccnegucfh Exeunt. . 

Enter Hotfpur, Worccfter, DorcgU;, and Vernon. 

Hot. Weelc fight with himto night, 

Wor. It may not be. 

Dorr. You giue him then aduantagfe . 

Vcr. Not a whit. 

Hot. Why fay you fo? lookes.henotfor fupplyS 
'Vcr. So doc wee. 

Hot. His iscertaitie,oursisd»ubtfull. 

War. Good Coofen be aduifde, Air not to night.. 

Vcr. Doc not, my Lord. 
r Dow. You dp notcounfeil-we!l: 

You fpeake it outof feare, and cold heart... 

Ver. Doc ?ne no flander, D<W£4?.r, by my life. 

And I dare well snaintainc it with my life j ... 
ifwellrexpefhecLHGnour bid me on, 

I hold atlkdc co un fell with weakeieare,. 

As you, my Lord, or any Scot that this day Hues.: 

Let it be feene to morrow intbe Batcell, which ofus fcares. . 
Dorr. Yeaorto night. Vcr. Content. 

Hot. To-night fay I. 

Ver.. Come, come, it may not be. 

I wonder much being men of fiich great leading as you arc. 
That you-forefecnot what impediments 
Drag backe our expedition : certaine Horfe . ... • 

Of my cooknfternm are not yetcome vp, 
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Henry the fourth. 

Y otir Vnclc Worcefters Horfe came but t« day, 

And now their pride and mettall is afleepe, 

Their courage with hard labour tame and dull. 

That not a Horfeis halfe the halfe of himfelfe. 

H»t. So arc thcHorfes of the Encmie, 

In generall iourney bated and brought low ■ 

T he better part of ours arcfull of reft. 

Wor. The number of the King exceedeth our i 
For Godsfake,Coofcn, ftay till all cbmein. 

TheTrumpet fomcUs A Parley. Enter Sir Writer Blunt. 

Blunt. I come with gracious offers from the King, 
Ifyou vouchfafe me hearing, 'and refpeft. 

Hot. Welcome, fir Writer 'Blunt : and would to God 
You were of our determination } 

Some of vs loue you welfiaad euen thofe fome 
Enuie your great deferuinges and good name, 

Becaufc you arenotofour qualitie, 

But ftand againft vs like an Enemie. 

Blunt. AndGod defend, but ftilllfhoiild ftand fo. 
So long as out of limit and true rule 
You ftand againft anoynted Maieftie : 

But to ray charge. The King hath fent to know 
The nature of your griefes, and wherevpon 
You coniurc from the bread of ciuill Peace, 

Such bold Hoftilide, tcachinghisdutiousLand 
Audacious crueltie. Ifthat the King 
Haucany way your gooddefertes forgot, 

Which he coufeffeth to be manifold, 

He bids you name y our ^ricfes.and with all fpeeo, 

Y ©u fhall hauc yourdenres with intereft, 

And Pardon abfolutc for your fclfe, and thefe, 

Herein milled by yeurfttggeftion. 

Hot. The King is kind : and well wekhow/theKtng 
Knowes at what time to promife, when to pay : 

My Father, my V ncle, and my fclfe. 

Did giuc him that fame Royaltie he wearcs. 

And when he wastiot fixe and twenty flxong, 

Sickein the worldcs regard, wretched, and low, 
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